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	1. Chapter 1

**AN: _Italics_ are used for emphasis and thoughts, cuz- "The More You Know". :D**

Chapter 1: Angel

The easy rhythm of falling droplets of rain rings through my ears. Blank eyes gazed out at the blurry world outside my bedroom window. A two story house, we lived in. It was old and run down, as if the walls themselves were too sad to continue with this world's existence any longer. The atmosphere of this house, shrouded in an ethereal sort of darkness, spoke of endless sorrow and pain.

The world outside my window was a world untouched by my pain. A world free from this plague that cursed every creature I grew close to. It was a world that I was never meant to enjoy.

The water parted in its trek down the cracked glass of my window, flowing along the disruption of the smooth glass to more steady alcoves. Lightning flashed across the sky, casting light into the small room that would one day serve as my final resting place. The light dared to reveal the dark secrets hidden in the shadows. Dark secrets that no living soul must ever know about. The dried blood of a loyal companion etched across my walls in a broken language. Pleas and cries for an escape from the pain. But they were fruitless to say the very least.

Thunder cracked through the sky. The ominous noise rattling the very foundations of this old house of mine. The patter of the rain lightened to a gentle drizzle moments before a rundown Volkswagen pulled into the dirt driveway of our yard. The left headlight was busted, along with both passenger windows. The hood was bent, too.

I watched the little girl from across the street exit her house- one much nicer and well-kept compared to mine. She was maybe four or five years old, around the same age as myself. She had beautiful, wavy auburn hair that was tied into two pig-tails. Adorable, really. Her parents were much better than my own. They actually gave her the attention she required, as a growing child.

Her name was Elizabeth Walkers. She went to the local Preschool like all the other young ones in our neighborhood, myself included. Elizabeth watch as two young adults stepped out of the busted old car. The first was a boney female with short blonde hair and pale skin. And the other being a male with short brown hair and tan skin. She wore a fitting violet tank top with jean shorts. He wore a loose T with some dark jeans.

My parents: Miranda and Jason. My oh-so-beloved mother was a stripper, and my father a drug dealer. Yes, I had the best parents a kid could ever ask for, along with the prettiest house ever created.

'_No wonder the sky cries.' _I couldn't help but think. I watched from my bedroom window like a predator, with cold blue eyes, as the fear began to creep over Elizabeth's face. Miranda turned in time to see it too, and almost instantly the woman began to scream at the poor child. All the while, Jason unloaded his usual package of drugs and brought them into the house.

"Angel!" Jason's course voice rang through the halls. I sighed, lifting myself down from my spot on the window seal to pad over to the door of my room. As I passed, my eyes once again traveled over the irregular splotches of dried crimson liquid on my walls.

"Coming father!" I made sure to call back. I had learned from experience to let them know that I was coming when called, or else they were sure to throw a fit. It was sad how they managed to tame me so.


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2: Purple eyes

By seven in the afternoon that same day, I found myself seated in my usual spot at the dinner table. My vacant eyes stared blankly down at the small bowl of food before me. It wasn't much, and any child from a wealthier family could easily eat maybe four or five times the amount of what's in this bowl. Never-the-less I was grateful for the little bit of nutrition I was lucky enough to supply my body with. I grabbed a spoonful and took a bite of the mushy slop while daring a peek at my father at the other end of the table.

My father's cold brown eyes met with my own and he scowled at me.

"Eat your damn food, you brat, and stop staring at me with those dead eyes of your." His voice was thick with platonic hatred. It was the kind of hatred that would rattle and become a tumor in any other normal kids' brain. But for me, I took it as a compliment and gladly returned the gesture in secrecy.

"How the hell did that she-devil get those purple eyes anyways? Neither of us have purple eyes- or like anyone else in existence for that matter." My mother's crackling voice questioned. To this, I brought said eyes up to her own deep brown eyes. I found it a bit offsetting how the woman who gave birth to me always referred to me in the third person. It was as if she didn't know I was literally sitting right next to her. Jason's expression turned grim, as if he were remembering something bad.

"The doctor said it was a birth defect. Some kind of disease or something. Alexandria's Genesis, I believe it was called." He recalled in a low voice. Miranda's eyes shifted over to mine, but then she changed her mind and stared down at her food, as if she had forgotten that she wasn't supposed to acknowledge my existence.

"The devil stole my baby and replaced it with a demon, I tell yah." _Wow. Rude much? Oh wait, I forgot that was kinda how you guys treated me ever since the day I was born_. On multiple occasions they tried to dump me out on the streets. They tried to abandon me, yet I always somehow made it back home. So then they started verbally and physically abusing me in hopes I would want to leave all on my own. They made sure to make my life a living hell in every way. And the scars littering my body was proof of it.

With a silent sigh, I dismissed those thoughts from my mind until it was as blank as a sheet of unused paper. I carefully plopped down from my chair and grabbed my bowl, but stopped when I looked up to find both my guardians staring at me in suspicion.

"I am going to starve myself, give my food to the dog." I informed them in a cold, emotionless voice. They looked at each other with odd expressions before nodding.

"Where is the dog anyways? I haven't seen him for a couple days." Jason pondered aloud. I took that as my signal to turn my back and walk into the kitchen, all while wearing a mischievous smirk.

Done with my task, I made my way up to the upstairs bathroom to prepare for bed. I allowed my thoughts the grace of traveling wherever they wanted for now, and they chose to think about my 'condition'. Making it to the bathroom, I stood before the bathroom mirror. A pale little girl with pale skin and shoulder length black hair stood before me within the glass. At first glance, the girl appeared like any normal little kid. But if you looked closely, you will see that her eyes were a bright purple. These purple eyes held mystery and dark secrets behind them. They were strong and calculating; they paid attention to every detail.

I slowly extended a hand out towards the smooth and cool surface of the glass.

The moment my skin came in contact with the mirror, the world around me shook as darkness encased the house. My vision was impaired. I felt like I was floating for a moment- weightless and free of life's limitations- before I came crashing into contact with a very solid object. I tried to fight of the heavy weight on my eyelids as raw pain coursed through my skull, but it was useless. Sometimes it's impossible to win a fight against nature.

_I didn't know that that would be the last time I ever saw my parents again._


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3: Into The Other World

Pain.

Nothing but raw and burning _pain_. My eyes were shut, hiding my eyes from the pain of the outside world. The pain that was the light. My mind slowly slipped out of the darkest depths of slumber, until eventually I could make out the sound of a voice beside me. I didn't recognize it, the foreign voice. I noticed that my head was reclined on a soft surface, which oddly enough was also the main source of my pain. _I must've gotten hit in the back of the head._

"There there my lovely, no need to push yourself." It was a man's voice- thick and low in tone, yet pleasant on the ears. His voice carried a sort of gentleness that I was unfamiliar with. But who was he? I managed to bring a hand up to my face, feeling for the familiar skin only to find that instead of skin, there were bandages. I cracked an eye open the tiniest bit, instantly regretting it at the bright lights of the bathroom invaded my orbs. Pain shot through my skull, creating white spots in my vision.

"Who are you?" I grit out between my teeth, making sure to keep my voice as cold as possible.

"Ah, no need to fear me, my child. I am your father. I will make you happy again, I promise." The man cooed. I felt gentle fingers caress my cheek, before maneuvering to run along my lips. "I will take your pain away..." I knew where this was going. I didn't want this. I didn't know what was happening, but I knew I didn't want for things to end up like this. I forced my eyes open, planning to attack him.

My plan died away in the furthest corners of my mind at what I saw. My voice ran away, my throat dry and raw.

Jason was holding me up in his lap.

His expression was of such care and worry.

I almost wanted to cry, but that would be weak of me. The world is a place where only the strongest survive, I had to remind myself in order to recover from my shock. Dread filled my chest, which I used as leverage to get myself to push away from the man and towards the door of the bathroom.

_Don't look back. Don't look back. He isn't him, he isn't real._

I looked back before I could exit the bathroom, and what I found made my blood run cold. Jason sat cross legged on the tiled floor, his hands holding a strange remote. Looking up, my violet hues were greeted with such an inhuman, sinister smirk across his tanned features. My mind told my body to run, to cry, to scream and get away. But my body was stuck, it wouldn't move. Seeing the distress the brightened my purple orbs, his smirk grew even larger.

"You are indeed quite different from my child." The tanned man spoke slowly, his dark eyes examining every inch of my form. "For one, she actually listened to me. Now, it seems we will just have to retrain you."

"Stop comparing me to whoever it is your comparing me to. I am not her, nor will I ever be her." I hiss at him, narrowing my eyes at him. Jason let out a deep laugh.

"You are smart for a child. But of course, you are my daughter so it is to be expected." I liked the old Jason much better than this Jason. This Jason just creeped me out. But... A part of me also liked that sort of creepy.

"Your not my Dad. Fuck you and leave me alo-" I tried to say, but my voice was cut off by a wave of pain shooting through my entire body, from the back of my neck. I cried out, my legs turning to jelly as electricity set every nerve on fire. My limp body hit the cold tile, twitching from the aftershock.

_What. The. Hell?!_

I lifted my head up enough so I could watch as the male walked towards my form. He grabbed a handful of my hair and lifted me into the air so we were face to face. I winced at the pain.

"You will never speak to me that way again, or else you will be punished. I own you. There is nothing you can say or do unless I give you permission. Oh and dearest? You are home now, there is nowhere else for you to go." He spat in my face, before tossing my still limp body to the ground in a pile of limbs. He was extremely sassy for a straight man. "Be down in the kitchen once you fix your attitude. I know this place will seem unusual to you at first, but I'm sure you will find your way. We need to have a talk about the rules and what I expect from you." With that, the man left and I finally blacked out from all the shock.


	4. Chapter 4

Chapter 4: Rules

I couldn't believe what that man did. He put a collar on me. It was a special black metallic-like collar that seemed to be melded to me skin. I couldn't take it off, nor did it have any possible way to 'unhook' it or 'unbutton' it. It was skintight, I felt almost as if it were chocking me, which makes sense since it is a chocker. It had many panels and button, which I assumed did various things. It also had various slots and devices and such attached to it. Each compartment had a special door that covered the 'tools and buttons' to protect it from harm, I guess.

The collar looked very high tech, which I kind of can understand. What I can't understand is the new, extremely feminine robotic voice in my head. I looked in the mirror to find that there was a small metallic cross shaped piece over my cervical vertebrae, which seemed to actually piece through my neck and attach the collar to my spinal cord. I guess that explains how I can hear the voice. It was kinda like an AI. The pain I felt from earlier must have came from the collar.

My forehead and the back of my head were wrapped in bloodied bandages.

As I made my way to the kitchen, I noticed a few things along the way. The first was how all the walls were a light grey color, and the floor was nothing but those white tiles you see in hospitals. The next thing I noticed was how eerily quiet it was here. Even my footsteps echoed. Lastly, I noticed that this was a laboratory- if all the labs and experimentations happening in other rooms were any indication.

I entered to kitchen area to find Jason sitting at a large table with a laptop, typing something down on it.

"Please take a seat, my child." Jason instructed me. I reluctantly complied and took a seat across from him out of habit.

"Who are you, really?" I asked, sure to keep voice steady and void of any emotion. His sharp, dark eyes stared blankly at whatever it was he was typing on his computer.

"I am your Master, now, and that is what you will call me. But I am often more formally called Doctor Alexander. Doctor because I have a Doctorates degree of Science. I am a scientist in multiple fields, and I am also the founder of this organization." He explained, his voice matching my own.

"Okay, how did I get here?"

"You fell through the mirror."

"How? And how did you know?"

"Believe it or not, mirrors have often been assumed to be the gateway to another world, similar to ours. However, nobody could really prove it. Many have theorized, many have attempted, and all have failed. Except you. You, my child, are special. If you thought your 'condition' was strange enough, then you will find that to be the least of your concerns here. And I knew that you would fall through that mirror because I saw it in a special machine I had built. Nobody else in the world has this machine, and nobody ever will." I stared at the man quizzically as he spoke, for he made little sense.

"So what you mean is..." I pressed, hoping he would take the bait and explain further.

"You fell through the portal. The mirror is a portal that connects our world to yours, but only special people have the gift to be able to activate the portal. One such person is you, and you are the first special person to have these powers to exist in the last million years. You are a rare gem, that I absolutely must have, so I found you."

"If this isn't Earth then what is it?" I asked.

"This is indeed the Earth you know. I guess, think of our world as more of an Alternate Universe from your own. Some things and events are similar between the two worlds, while some are extremely different. This of course means that there are two of everybody. For example, there is a Jason in your universe, and there is a Jason in mine, which happens to be me. Your Jason grew up under different circumstances so he grew up to be a lot different than me. This is often the case with every 'pair' of individuals." The male slowly closed the lid of his laptop while he spoke, turning his cold gaze towards mine.

"So what about me then? Where is the me from this world?" I questioned, crossing my arms over my chest. Jason smiled slightly, but it seemed sad almost.

"She died."

"How?"

"We will save these questions for another day. I have some business to attend to in an hour or so, and we must get to the point of all this." He objected, leaning back in his chair.

"Okay."

"First rule: I am your Master, and you shall call me as such whenever you address me. Second rule: You will bow before and after you speak to me, and also whenever we happen to cross paths. Third rule: You will not speak until spoken to. Forth rule: You will not act until instructed to do so. Fifth rule: You are my servant, thus it is your job to do everything in your favor to make me happy. Sixth rule: You will show respect towards every alive person and/or item in this facility. Hmm, I have included the full list of rules in your collar, which you can access later. If you fail to meet the expectations given to you, you will be punished accordingly. Those are the basics I wanted you to know first. If you have any questions just ask your collar. Oh and maybe read the instructions manual. Dinner is at 5, I expect you in your gown and at the table ready to eat by then. You are dismissed." His voice was gruff, but there was no mistaking the slight glint of pleasure in his dark eyes.


	5. Chapter 5

Chapter 5: Nothingness

It happened that night: I was pulled from the depths of slumber when a few of those special scientists came into my room at around midnight. Both were middle aged men in white lab coats and protective goggles. They quickly grabbed me from off my bed and set me on a moveable operating room bed. They strapped me down at my ankles, wrists, forehead, and around my waist. I was left just watching in a confused daze as they pushed me out of my room and down the maze of hallways.

After what felt like hours of watching all the lights zoom pass me, I was finally pushed into a sort of hospital room. One of the men guided the bed next to an array of machines and began to hook me up to them via my collar, while the other went over to a sort of control panel along the wall to my left. He began typing on the panel, which pulled up various diagrams and graphs on the large monitor above it. Most of the words were a blur to me, except for the very clear writing at the top left corner that said 'Code Xero'. What this meant, I had no idea. But I was assuming that zero was spelt with an 'x' on purpose.

My attention was brought back to the previous man when he snapped his fingers in my face. He held a clipboard in his left hand, and was writing things on it with his right.

"Just relax, it'll all be over before you know it." He spoke. I looked at the name tag on his lab coat. It read: Elijah. Elijah then joined the other male at the control panel and they both nodded to each other. I looked back to my right at all the various cords connected to specific spots on my collar. Among those was a sort of IV. The cord for it ran straight to a large machine. The machine appeared to be a sort of capsule, with a solid black liquid inside of it, which the cord was dipped into.

"What is the black stuff?" I questioned, but to my dismay neither of the men acknowledged my question. Instead, Elijah walked over to the capsule-like machine and pressed a large green button; It began to hum quietly. I was left to watch in silent horror as the black liquid began to slowly crawl through the IV tube. It was poison- I bet it was poison. I yanked on my restraints, but they only seemed to tighten.

My bright violet hues followed the black liquid as it approached me. Both of the men were watching me with blank expressions. It was unsettling, how they both watched silently, like they knew what was going to happen...

When the liquid finally reached my collar, I couldn't help the way my heart raced for every hour long second afterwards. Suddenly, white hot pain ruptured through my veins, causing my throat to run dry and my eyes to water as I cried out. I thrashed- the pain increasing tenfold every second it spread through every fiber of my being. The pain was indescribable, like being torn apart cell by cell from the inside out repeatedly. My body ached, my brain felt like mush, my skin and everything else burned. The world around me became nothing but a starkly quiet, white emptiness of torture in the cruelest of forms.

'Kill me, kill me, kill me. Kill me already! Why won't I die I just want to die already make it stop make it stop make it stop kill me KILL ME KILLMEDIEDIEDIEDIEDIE-' Were my thoughts, but with every passing second of increased pain they became more jumbled and hazy. Before long, the noise of it all was loud enough to drown out my thoughts. It was so loud. Noises everywhere. Pain.

_Nothingness._


	6. Chapter 6

Chapter 6: Return

I wish I had died that day. I wish that the blood would have killed me. My existence, as this...

As this _monster_. I should have died. I wish somebody would kill me. Except now, I can't die.

I slowly made my way down the twisting corridors of the laboratory, my gaze fixated on the ground before my feet. My footsteps were silent, the only sound being my breathing. I turned left at the fork in the hallway, and came to the door of the bathroom. It was unoccupied. Opening the door, I stepped inside and allowed the door to slowly click shut behind me. I didn't want to do what I was about to do, but at the same time I did.

**Flashback**

Consciousness wracked my pain-ridden brain until I was able to open my eyes. It was completely dark in the room, except for the small red light of the capsule machine. I dug the palms of my hands into my eyes in an attempt to get rid of my headache, but froze when I realized that my hands weren't bound anymore. I succeeded in sitting up on the bed and also realized that I had night vision. I saw that there was crimson blood everywhere: on the bed, the floor, the walls, and surprisingly even the roof. The restraints were burnt to a crisp, with pieces of it on the floor a few meters from me. There was also various burn marks along the walls. The corner of the bed was mission, the edges burnt and still slightly burning.

Besides the room, there was something else that caught my eye even more: me.

My nails were black, long, and pointed. Sharp, I realized as I gently poked my palm with the claw on my index finger and ended up drawing blood. Black Blood. I quickly jumped off the bed with surprising ease, noticing that I was naked. I was still my 'perfect self' that I was born as, but now I felt different.

The sound of the door clicking open brought my gaze quickly towards it. Reflexively, I covered myself with what was left of the sheet on the bed. I narrowed my eyes as the Doc walked through the door.

"I take it you are still alive, yes?" Alexander questioned, his voice held a mixture of curiosity and pleasure. He knew the answer to that question, he was just a cocky bastard that liked to gloat.

"Yes, Master." I answered, bowing even though he probably couldn't see.

"Heh, how are you liking your new body? I'm sure you will find that you can do just about everything now. Your welcome." He stated, a crooked smirk on his lips.

"Thank you?"

"Also, I have some key points of information you need to hear before I let you off to do as you please." He began, walking into the room and taking a seat on the bed. His fancy suit crinkling as he leaned towards me, patting the spot beside him. I carefully brought myself to sit next to him, where he wrapped his arm around me and pulled me close. I didn't like it, but I knew better than to protest. "First off, I have a new assignment for you. I want you to go back home, through the mirror, and kill your parents." Now that caught me off guard. I expected to feel fear or at least some kind of guilt, but I was surprised to instead feel excited.

"Okay."

"I will give you a week to prepare and get the hang of your new powers." _Powers, huh?_ "Then, on that Saturday your parents will both be home by midnight, that is when you will do it. I have created a special machine that will help you use your powers to jump through the mirror, as you are still a beginner. It is a special pendant that I had designed specifically for you. Don't loose it, and don't break it. It is on your new bed, which is downstairs in one of the cells. That is where you will be sleeping from now on. Oh and please don't mind any of the other creatures down there." I stared blankly ahead and it took all my control not to flinch when he leaned down and brought his mouth to my ear. I could feel his hot breath on my sensitive skin with every breath he took, and it sent unpleasant chills down my spine. "You are not allowed to kill any of my workers, but anything else- you may do as you please. And you are not to leave the perimeter, which is the ten foot tall walls with security towers at every corner. Or else." With that said, he pressed a kiss to my cheek and stood.

He left with a short wave, leaving me alone and feeling utterly disgusted in myself in this dark room.

**End of Flashback**

A sigh escaped my black tinted lips as I stood before the mirror. I took in my new appearance.

I had crimson red eyes which changed color based on my emotions. They had a black ring around the red, and the pupils were narrow slits. My hair was pure black, and went down to my shoulders. The bangs went over my right eye, and covered my ears. Black makeup- eyeshadow, eyeliner, masquera, lipstick- adorned my pale face.

Then there was my cloak, which was made from my dark magic. It was a sort of armor and clothing for me. It was slightly skintight, but loose enough to allow easy movement and to cover my goods without revealing or hinting to them. It looked like a sort of jumpsuit. The sleeves on my arms and legs were slightly long, but just enough to cover my wrists and ankles when fully outstretched. The neck of it went up to just below my chin, where I had a special mask tied behind my head and hung around my neck like a sort of bandana, except that the mask covered my neck as well for extra protection. My collar was over the neck of my cloak and over the neck of my mask, but now current hidden under the folds of my pulled down mask. The cloak also had a hoodie, which I had pulled over my head and hung over my forehead to just over my eyebrows. It casted my eyes in a shadow, which made the red of my eyes glow slightly. Extending from my hood was two ear-like stalks, each with two glowing rings around it that matched my current eye color. The ears were currently tilted back at a forty-five degree angle.

Another exhausted sigh, and I hooked my claw on the inside of the mask and pulled it over my maw. On the mask where my mouth would be was a mouth, which was in sync with my own. I was frowning. I brought a clawed hand up to my collar, which now had a special pendant attached to it like a name tag. It was a special Yin Yang styled pendant. The Yin part was solid black with the white center of it being a white diamond. The Yang part of it was solid white with the black center being a black pearl. When you opened it up, instead of a photograph, there was a special piece of paper inside it with words written on it in my blood. The words were of an ancient language that I could somehow read. Under the piece of paper was a mirror with the yin and yang outlines in a black and white wire.

I firmly grasped the pendant and placed a hand on the mirror. Instantly, the surface of the mirror turned black. The darkness of the mirror crawled onto my hand and engulfed my whole body, thus pulling me into it. My senses were numbed- my vision was nothing but black, while my hearing was clouded by what sounded like water. The next time I opened my eyes, I was back in the bathroom of my old home, way back when.


End file.
